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In The Middle Of The Night 


"Heeyyy, fag .. Faggie fag .. Come on! Hey, what's goin’ on, you slut? .. DO YOU HEAR ME, ASSHOLE? .. FAG!" 
Jason groaned, still half asleep, and instinctively tried to get rid of those hands which had gripped his shoulders 
and shook him. 

He had been fast asleep after an exhausting show as somebody brutally woke him up. 


It was James, of course. 


Drunk about his ass, as usual. 


He and Jason had to share a hotel's room. Kirk and Lars shared the room next to theirs. 


Jason was used to brutally get woken up by James, noisily stumbling or crawling into their room during the 
night - mostly when the hotel's bar got closed up, or when the barkeeper discreetly had called security to get 
this drunken rockstar and his also drunken companions out before they could smash up every piece of 


furniture or beat up other quests, just for fun or because they suspected to be provocatively looked at. 


But being thrown out of a bar didn't fit well with James idea of his legal right of having fun after he had 
delivered a good show the evening before, AND, besides, nobody was allowed to make a fool out of a rockstar 
like him by treating him like every other drunken asshole out of the gutter. 


So, he always urgently wanted to let his room-mate - Jason - know about his opinion about being treated like 
shit AGAIN, and also he wished to make it clear to the bass player that JASON was the pain in his ass who did 
that to him because he forced HIM, an innocent rhythm guitarist, to drink himself stupid to forget that he 


had to sleep in the same room with a fag. 


Jason was SO TIRED of being told this shit over and over again, and always in the middle of the night when 


James was drunk out of his mind while Jason just wanted to sleep. 


But instead of getting his sleep he usually got to be yelled at, got hurt his feelings and mistreated his body by 
a drunken idiot who couldn't stop to annoy him. 
And mostly he had to take care of James after the guy had lost his balance and had hit the floor, or had 


thrown up on Jason, on the beds, and everywhere in the room. 


He had begged Lars to change the room pairings over and over again but Lars always had a lot of excuses 


why this would have been completely IMPOSSIBLE. 


At first, he repeatedly told Jason that he urgently needed his own sleep - undisturbed, of course - because 
he was the one in charge to take care of all of Metallica's business shit and to make sure that the money was 
coming in. This fact made it absolutely essential for him to get all the sleep he needed to be in best shape, and 
that it had to be clear that HE was the best -and only - man to do the job, and there wouldn't had been any 
money coming in if he didn't take care about the shit, because James used to be drunk about his ass, and Kirk 


used to be spaced out and he - Jason - was of no use, too, except playing the bass. 


And, at second, there was no way to let poor Kirk sleep in the same room as James. 

In a drunken state James usually maliciously swore at Kirk, calling him names, bitching around, or beating Kirk 
up because of a wrong note the lead guitarist might have played during their show. 

Besides, if James was in the mood he would had beaten up Kirk just for fun. 


"Oh, fine! Great! So | have to be the asshole who has to be beaten up and to be puked on whenever the fucking 
Mighty Hetfield needs someone to beat up or to puke on every fucking night", Jason had told Lars in a very 
frustrated and bitter tone. "Do you think I'm a masochist who has fun by being treated like a piece of 
thrash?" 


"| NEVER would think anything like this. Please believe me, Jase. I'm really, really sorry. But .. you know .. well, 
James could, maybe, easily kill Kirk, or me, if he is drunk out of his mind, because we both are so small, and 


you are much taller and muscular than Kirk and |, so ..' 
Jason had stared at Lars with cold blue eyes until the drummer hastily backed off slightly. 


"Thank you VERY MUCH for your kindness to let me know that |, too, could easily beat you up, FUCKER, if | 
would want that, just because of my muscular body. You better don't forget about that fact! .. Have a nice 
day!" 


Now, it was one of those numerous nights, and James seemed to be too hammered to keep himself in an 
upright position - nothing new, by the way. 

He grabbed Jason's hair for support, and Jason hissed in pain because James ripped off some of the reddish 
long strands of hair. 


"Fuck off, James!" he yelled in pain. "Let go! .. IMMEDIATELY! Go away, asshole!" 

He frantically tried to beat away James' grabbing hands and to push him away. 

"Jaoaaassoooon', James whined. "Why do you hit me? .. JAAASOON! You're so MEAN!" 

Jason threw aside his blanket to get off the bed, and to get rid of the drunken beast. 

But at the next moment he got nailed down onto the bed by James who clumsily had been fallen all over him 
as he had lost his balance. Jason felt like being hit by a train in full speed, and desperately gasped for air. 


"Aahhh - now, THAT'S comfy". 


James groaned in pleasure, repeatedly shoving his elbows brutally into Jason's ribcage by trying to find the 
best position. Jason gave a yelp and tried to throw James off his back but didn't succeed. 


He felt helpless. 


The drunken idiot on his back was completely out of his mind. He stank from alcohol and cigarettes, and some 


cheap perfume. 


Jason tried to get off James‘ long blond hair which had been fallen over his own face to be able to breathe 
freely. 


It wasn't easy because James still crawled and bustled around on him, grabbing and fingering and feeling him 


up. 


Jason batted away the grabbing hands on one part of his body, howling in frustration, and the next moment 


James had his fingers somewhere else. 

"JAMES, GET OFF MEI" Jason desperately cried and did his best to shake off the drunken guitarist 

"Wassup, you slut? You dont wanna be fucked?" 

James had his fingers hooked around the waistband of Jason's boxer shorts and was busy to pull the shorts 
down to get free access to Jason's ass. 

His hard-on, roughly pressed against Jason's thigh, wasn't to be misinterpreted 

"STOP IT, ASSHOLE!" Jason cried and threw back his head with all the force he could master, 

His skull made hard contact with James cheekbone and nose. Something cracked and James gave a howl. 
"AAAWWWW! .. EM BLEEDING!" 


"GREAT!" Jason furiously shouted. "BLEED TO DEATH, ASSHOLE!" 


He writhed and buckled under the still howling James and managed to hurl him off his back and to the floor 
without worrying in the least about the possibility that James could have broken his neck 


James hit the floor with full force because his protecting reflexes had been slowed down by his pretty high 


blood-alcohol level. 
"Uuuuuuhhhhh .. uuuuhhhhh" he wailed. "| got muuurdeered .. uuuuhhhh ... call the cops .. Muuurder!" 
"The fuck I'll call the cops", Jason hissed and jumped off the other side of his bed. 


He grabbed his jeans and shirt from the chair beside the bed, and was at the hotel room's door in no time, 


ripped her open in a hurry and made a quick getaway, not interested in James‘ condition 


He just heard him cry like a baby, and whimpering Jason's name over and over again. 


With his fist he banged against the next room's door until a very sleepy looking Lars opened up, glaring at him 
with half closed green eyes. 


"What the fuck ..", he hoarsely murmured. 

Jason roughly shoved him aside and entered the room, firmly clutching his clothes to his bare chest. 

"Hey! What's up, fucker? You got crazy, or what?" 

Lars had switched on the light and stared at Jason, now fully awake, blinking because of the sudden brightness. 
He wore nothing - just his naked skin. his long hair was ruffled from sleep. 

Kirk had been woken up in the meantime, too, and rubbed his eyes, moaning sleepily. 

Jason gave a sneer and threw his clothes on the armchair beside one of the beds. 


It was easily to be seen that it hadn't been slept in 


He looked over at Lars and threw back his hair. His eyes sparkled like blue balls of exploding supernovae in 


space. 


"Enough is enough", he hissed. "Get your ass over to the next room and take care of this drunken fucker .. If 


you're interested in him in any way. | don't fucking care if he's dead or not". 
He pulled back the blankets of the bed and slipped underneath them. 


‘lm sleeping here, and I'll kill everybody who comes near me, or fucking try to disturb my sleep AGAIN! ... DID | 
MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?" 


Lars stared at him bug-eyed, mouth hanging open, and Kirk gave a helpless whimper. 

Finally, Lars just nodded and breathed in deeply. He took the bathing robe which laid over a chair and got it on. 
Then he grabbed the second key to James' and Jason's room, and the key to his own, and left the room 
without a word. 


Jason closed his eyes and tried to calm down his breath. He was exhausted. Exhausted and hurt. 


Again. 


